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Summary: Rory and Logan have known each other since pre-school and 
now in the Yale days find themselves in a sticky situation. Lorelai 
and Chris are trapped in a loveless marriage and after raising Rory 
in the thick of Hartford society have left her not believing in 
relationships or love. What if the roles were switched and Logan was 
ready to commit but Rory just wanted to have fun? 


1 . Chapter 1 

"It's just sex", Rory muttered to Paris as she lay on her their 
common room couch, courtesy of Emily Gilmore's credit card, cold 
compress perched on her forehead, shielding her eyes from the 
horrible glare of the morning sun. It was like this every weekend, 
whether she was at school or back in Hartford - the same parties, the 
same people, and most importantly, the same guys to take her home for 
the night - all (mostly) Emily Gilmore approved, born and bred right, 
by Hartford society. She loved this life, for the most part. She had 
seen love fail over and over again, with the tumultuous relationship 
of her parents. She had seen her once quirky and fun-loving mother 
get sucked into society and Chris's lies, only to be disappointed, 
silenced, and thrown back into her oh so important DAR work. What a 
life that is, she thought, that'll never be me, she thought, I wont 
let it be me, she would make sure of it. That's why she did this 
every weekend, that's why she never got close, never gave them her 
number, her address, or let them into her life for longer than the 
night. Love never lasts and, unfortunately, neither does the weekend. 
But the hangover sure fucking does. 

"You say that every weekend, please, for the love of god, tell me 
you're getting testedaC 1 these guys you bring home might be the 
crA”me de la crA”me, but that doesn't mean they are getting with 
girls of the same standard every night." Paris's voice seems to 
rumble through the room from her spot on the other side of the couch, 
causing Rory to moan in pain and roll her eyes underneath her now 
room temperature compress. She stood up in annoyance and stumbled. 



"God, Paris, can we please just save this for later, when I'm not 
being screwed by whatever the fuck I ingested last night? I think I'm 
dying. Oh yea, that's what this feels like." She slowly and carefully 
walked over to the fridge and grabbed yet another Evian, chugging as 
if her life depended on it's cool refreshing contents to bring her 
out of this god awful hangover. "And another thing, that's 
disgusting, and there aren't that many guysa€ 1 some of them are 
repeaters . " 

"Oh cut the crap, Rory, you never see the same guy again and you know 
it. What is it you're always mumbling aboutaO 1 you know, guys being 
too clingy by offering to buy you breakfast the next morning or to 
take you to dinner the next weekend?" Paris asked, not taking time to 
pause her, nearly bi-weekly rant about Rory's love life, or lack 
there of, "Don't you ever just want to settle down, meet a nice guy 
who wants to take you out to dinner instead of just home for the 
night ? " 

"No", Rory said. She had no patience for monogamous relationships. 
Guys always lied. Guys always cheated. Guys only wanted one thing. 

"In fact I don't want what you and Doyle have", Rory stated for what 
felt like the millionth time, extra emphasis on the word "have". That 
shit made her want to vomit. But no, wait - that might have been 
gallons of vodka she had drank the night before. 

Paris just rolled her eyes as if to say whatever, and as if Rory's 
statement hadn't even bothered her, and it doesn't anymore, Rory just 
doesn't understand and never will until the right guy comes along 
that's able to challenge her to be the better version of herself, and 
not whatever version this was. She was struggling in her 
hangover-induced state to make it into the bathroom to shower off 
whatever guy she had been with last night, Paris hadn't seen or heard 
him leave that morning. 

Rory finally was able to get into the shower, without completely 
losing her shit or falling down, she was better than this - usually 
able to hold herself relatively well the morning after a night out. 
She just probably needs a breaka€ 1 or a few more hours of sleep. And 
that's exactly what she planned on doing until she got out of the 
shower and into her comfiest sweats to find that Steph, her blondest 
and fiercest best friend was blowing up her phone, asking what time 
she wanted to be picked up for their "secret planning meeting brunch" 
for Logan's twenty first birthday trip to Vegas this upcoming 
weekend . 

"God damnit", Rory muttered. This is not what she needed right now. 

At all. She needed (at least) another 4 Als hours of sleep, half a 
pizza, a bottle of wine, and her bed. "Give me twenty", she typed 
back and hauled ass to make herself look slightly better than she 
felt at the moment. What the hell, she thought, at least there will 
definitely be waffles. 

45 minutes later Rory and Steph were sitting at a booth in a posh 
Hartford cafA©, mimosas in hand, and an ipad between them, scrolling 
through possible themes for the party this weekend. 

"Alright, we have a huge suite booked, spa treatments for the girls, 
poker games at a private pool lounge for the guys, genius idea by the 
way, we can just join them after we're done", Steph said, crediting 
Rory for knowing the guys in their close knit group of friends 



extremely well to know that there was nothing they would rather be 
doing on a hot day in Las Vegas. "I also booked the VIP table for 
Friday night but I wanted to find a place we've never been to before 
for Saturday night, maybe we can ask Logan or Finn, Collin doesn't 
know shit." Steph was right of course, about Collin, and Rory, as 
sure as her Prada purse the perfect beige color, let her know, "aint 
that the truth, but you would know better than anyone else, 

Steph . " 

"Hey, you said you wouldn't bring it up again. It was one friggin 
time, and we said we wouldn't do it again, but then we did ita€ 1 
again." Steph managed to stumble out, but perfectly managing to take 
a large sip of her cocktail. "Its just awkward between us now. We've 
been friends since prep school and I saw him naked. You can't just 
unsee that . " 

Rory stifled in a laugh, but wasn't quite as successful as she was 
hoping to be, "yeah that's a problem. Steph, we've talked about this. 
What is my number one golden rule that has gotten me this far in 
life? And by this far in life I mean on my second mimosa, recently 
laid, no annoying guy texting me every ten minutes asking when we can 
see each other again, and no awkward run ins." 

"Yea, yeaaC 1 I know. Never sleep with friends. So what. It was a 
couple times and now we just have to move past it and figure out how 
to unsee each other naked. We're just friends. End of story." Steph 
declared, although Rory knew it wasn't that simple. Steph had made a 
couple of mistakes. First, she hooked up within the circle, never a 
good move because they were basically family, shielding each other 
from the harsh realities of the society that they lived in. a life 
with black cards, fast cars, betrayals, infidelity, fake smiles, and 
disgusting crab puffs at every painstakingly, mandatory event. They 
were meant to be each other's rocks, not to have fun witha€ 1 in that 
way. You can't depend on relationships like that, only best friends 
that have had your back through it all. Steph 's second mistake was 
sleeping with Collin yet again during their spring break trip to the 
Virgin Islands a few weeks ago. Just, ew, she couldn't even think 
about it for too long. 

"Whatever, Steph, you and Collin will be fine, just be straight with 
him and tell him the truthaC 1 but most importantly, do not sleep with 
him again. Not on this trip. Not next month. Never again. RememberaC 1 
golden rule." Rory knew from twenty-one years of experience that the 
golden rule was not something to mess around with; it worked and most 
importantly, kept your life together. 

"Ok, deal" steph agreed, "lets just drop it. Besides, we have a ton 
of stuff to figure out in literally four days, plus what are you 
going to packaC 1 that could take weeks on it own." Rory was pretty 
sure her groan could be heard throughout the loud, bustling 
restaurant and perhaps all throughout Hartford. 

"Aceeeeeee", Rory heard from her spot in line for the coffee cart. It 
was a warm spring day, only a month and a few days until finals were 
over and she was free to travel, lay in bed until noon, write for 
days on end, and hang out with her friends, uninterrupted by society 
functions and school. 


"Logan! How was your weekend? I can't believe you ditched us for 
Aspen." Rory said as she reached out and gave him a long hug, faking 



annoyance at his absence from the bars this weekend. 


"Sorry Ror, I hadn't seen Honor in ages and she was dying to wear her 
new aprA”s-ski sweater she got in Paris just one last weekend, god, I 
can't believe I just said that out loud, but I mean, you know Honor." 
Logan reached to grab extra creamer as Rory ordered them both large 
coffees, to get them through their 11 am econ lecture. They grabbed 
their coffees and started heading toward the lecture hall. 

"I do know Honor and that sounds like the perfect way to spend a 
weekend, definitely less painful than my Sunday. Killer headache plus 
super secret weekend planning brunch with Steph equals a very unhappy 
Rory." Logan held the door open for Rory as she continued her 
description of her relaxation Sunday gone wrong, "but we got a lot 
done, this weekend will definitely be one for the books, it is your 
birthday after all! Our baby is finally twenty one!", Rory squealed 
as she playfully pinched Logan's cheeks. 

"Heyy, I'm only like 2 months younger than you, shut it," Logan said, 
faking a hurt look on his face but ultimately letting his excitement 
show through, "in all seriousness, I really appreciate you guys 
planning this, Mitchum probably won't even have his secretary send a 
'happy birthday' email let alone plan an entire weekend just for my 
twenty first." And Rory knew the feeling, while her family was not 
quite as messed up as Logan's they still had their fair share of 
parent issues, but Lorelai and Chris never once forgot her birthday, 
always making sure to make it special for their one and daughter. Of 
course she would do this for her best friend, she knew how much this 
birthday meant Logan and she would do just about anything to make it 
special for him, just as he and so many other people had done for 
her . 

"Of course, Logan. We all love you, even Finn has helped put his 
special mark on the weekendaO 1 but for some reason he wasn't dragged 
to brunch at an ungodly hour on Sunday when he was recovering from 
the hangover from hell, but whatever, its for you and it'll be a 
great weekend. Just maybe start hydrating now." Rory said, just 
thinking about all the crazy shit they were going to get into this 
weekend. They always did, their "crew" as Finn liked to call their 
group - Rory, Logan, Steph, Finn, Collin, Rosemary, and hell even 
Robert was allowed in this dynamic, even though he was suuuuch a 
loveable asshole. As the professor started the boring-est lecture in 
the history of lectures, Logan and Rory just smiled and drank their 
coffee in preparation for the next fifty minutes, both counting down 
the days until Friday. 

When Friday finally rolled around, the gang found themselves standing 
on a private tarmac getting ready to board their plane to Vegas, 
courtesy of Robert. 

Once situated on the plane, Finn wasted no time in popping a bottle 
of champagne, pouring everyone a glass and starting the weekend off 
with a toast, "Cheers to our baby boy, Logan, finally turning twenty 
one tomorrow. We wouldn't be his best friends if we didn't bring him 
into his next year of life anything less than being unbelievably 
smashed right by his side. Here's to you Logan, and here's to Vegas 
not doing too much damage to us all" Finn said, causing the group to 
laugh at their slightly alcoholic friend, but hey, it was Logan's 
twenty first after all. 



After a long flight, mostly consisting of Finn and Robert arguing 
over which club they wanted to go to on Saturday, Rory, Steph, and 
Rosemary talking about which shops they wanted to hit first, and 
Logan and Collin rolling their eyes at both conversations going on 
around them, before finally giving up and joining in on the nightclub 
debate - they were finally in Vegas, ready or not. 

"Ok, " Steph started, flipping her hair behind her shoulder, letting 
everyone know that she had the floor and had something very, very 
important to say, "everyone gets their own room, don't fuck up the 
living room like we did last year, that was a fucking unbelievable 
mess to deal with, I'm looking at you Collin, Finn and LoganaCl", 
Steph trailed off whilst giving the guys a dirty look. 

Rory picked up where Steph had left off adding "I say we all get 
cleaned up and head to our dinner reservations downstairs, they're 
expecting the birthday boy around eight, sound good?" Everyone agreed 
and went off to their respective rooms to shower and make themselves 
Vegas ready, this would be a night none of them would remember, but 
hopefully never forget. 

"Hey, Ace, are you ready yet? Even Steph was out here beforeaC 1 " 

Logan was suddenly at a loss of words as he saw Rory coming out of 
the bathroom in her tight, black, low-cut dress and sky-high 
heels . 

"I'm coming, I'm coming. Stop freaking out, old man" Rory muttered 
before realizing that Logan was staring at her a little bit longer 
than she was ok with, "hey, eyes up here", Rory said, gesturing 
upwards to her eyes. Logan looked up, slight blush on his cheeks 
before giving Rory a kiss on the cheek and telling her how beautiful 
she looked. "Why thank you, Logan, let's go. If you're this concerned 
about me being late, Collin is probably having a fit right now", Rory 
and Logan both laughed as they rounded the corner of her room before 
the greeting the whole group, who all made their way downstairs for 
their dinner reservations. 

Once they were seated and everyone had a much needed cocktail, Einn 
once again took the initiative in giving the second toast of the 
weekend, and lifted his glass, "Vegas isn't ready for the damage 
we're about to inflict in honor of our boy, Logan's, day of birth, 
here's to a night that I personally wont remember. Let's make Vegas 
our bitch." The group all laughed and cheered as they clinked their 
glasses together, knowing that whatever happened tonight was probably 
going to result in Vegas making them _it ' s_ bitch, not the other way 
around . 

"Mmm" Rory groaned as she woke with a pounding headache, attempting 
to gather the strength needed to open her eyes in order to assess the 
damage that was done last night. She attempted to roll over but was 
blocked by something warm and heavy around her waist, oh god, its 
moving now. As she finally found herself able to turn around, she was 
greeted with a naked Logan, looking as equally shocked/half asleep as 
she did. He quickly removed his arm from around her waist and quickly 
sat up, Rory did the same, pulling the sheet right around her upper 
body . 


"Oh God... Rory?" he asked, looking rather surprised to see his best 
friend lying next to him, very very naked. "wea€ 1 " 



"Yeah." Rory replied and rolled backwards laying her still pounding 
head onto the silky pillow. They both sat in silence, each taking 
turns turning their heads and examining the each other, looking for 
signs of an upcoming freak out. They'd had sex last night, they've 
known each other since middle school, had developed their playful 
banter for over ten years, knowing each other better than anyone 
else. What would this mean for their friendship? Would things be 
awkward? Was it at least a good time? Does he even remember? 

Logan broke the silence first. "You ok? Whata€ 1 what happened last 
night, what does it mean for you?" 

Rory nodded and starting to answer but stopped before any words made 
their way out. She was confused that Logan was asking her this 
quest iona€ 1 of course _she_ was ok, but maybe _they_ weren't ok. Logan 
never pegged her as the type of guy to be asking what a one-night 
stand meant, but this was the two of them, not a random girl in a bar 
he picked up the night before. Does he want this to mean something? 
They were best friends and there had never been any _really strong_ 
feelings there, but that didn't mean she didn't love him in her own 
way. He was Logan. He was her best friend. 

Logan noticed her hesitation and continued, placing his hand over her 
hip and rubbing small circles with his fingers, "Last night. I don't 
know what you think. I meana€ 1 it was good." 

"Yeah, it was really good." Rory agreed softly. She didn't like the 
way he was making her feel, she was completely taken aback by this 
new dynamic that had made its way into their friendship. Logan was 
touching her hip, rubbing small circles that completely paralyzed 
her, made her crave his touch even more. Maybe even some place else. 
Wait, she needs to stop. The golden rule. 

"So us" Logan started, "what does this mean for us? I don't know if I 
can forget about this." 

"Logan, " Rory replied, stress taking over, "We need to forget about 
this, this could ruin everything, what would the others think? You're 
my best friend; I really don't want to lose that. Besides, I've never 
done the whole relationship thing, _you_ know that." Logan's face 
fell; she could tell he didn't like the idea of forgetting what had 
happened between them the night before. 

"Look, Rory" he started, lightly brushing his fingertips over her 
cheek, "I don't want to stop seeing you, I don't want to not be able 
to kiss you again or to not feel the way I felt last night. You're my 
best friend, but you could be more. We could be more." Logan sighed 
and added, "I'm not looking for a relationship. I don't want to go 
through all of that, maybe we could just have some fun and see where 
it goes . " 

Rory was shocked. She kind of knew where he was coming from. She had 
butterflies in her stomach right now, purely from the close proximity 
and the realization that both of them were totally and completely 
naked, save for the silky sheet between them. She was scared. They 
had never, ever been this way before, save for a few dances at 
functions or a kiss on the cheek every now and then. Screw it, she 
thought. He was hers. A little fun never hurt anybody; girls just 
want to have fun. Right? 



Rory raised her eyebrows at him. 


"You would do that?" 


"Yeah, " Logan responded, knowing full well that this was the only way 
to have her, to be this close with her. Relationships scared her, 
they scared the hell out of him too, but she was different. This 
could be different. It was Rory. 

"If you're surea€ 1 " 

"One hundred percent." 

"Ok. Well, good, I don't want to forget this. Ever." Logan said as he 
leaned in closer to her. 

"Neither do I." Rory smiled softly and followed his lead until their 
lips pressed together, in the best sober kiss Rory had ever had. 

Logan pulled her on top of him, kissing her with a renewed passion, 
because hey, they were having fun. 


2 . Chapter 2 

"So maybe we should go on a real datea€ 1 " Logan lead on, laying back 
in bed as he watched Rory throw her shirt back on. The two had been 
hanging out with their friends at the pub earlier that night, one of 
the final gettogethers of the semester. Their last summer as college 
kids, free of family obligations (or more than they already had) , any 
type of work or internship, but instead filled with days laying by 
the pool, spending their parents "hard earned" money, vacations at 
the cape and the Hamptons (if they were feeling like _really_ getting 
away) . Logan had dragged a very willing Rory back to his apartment, 
where they proceeded to "have fun" until Rory needed pizza, in the 
worst way possible. Which is why Rory was currently throwing her skin 
tight jeans back on, for the sole purpose of walking down the block 
to grab a piece and/or whole pizza, if she was being honest, of 
Yale's finest college kid cuisine. 

"LoganaOl" Rory started, "I thought we talked about this, everything 
is going great. Why should we ruin it?" And he agreed. Everything was 
going great. They had been secretly hooking up for the past month, 
ever since Vegas. He had never kept a secret this long from anyone 
and he hadn't been seeing any other girls since, just Rory. But while 
things were going great, he wanted more. He was done just having fun 
with her, she deserved more. He deserved more. He wanted to be able 
to take her out on a date, show everyone that he was with her and 
only her, give her flowers just because, buy her coffee in the 
mornings, fall asleep with her at night, not to be interrupted by 
their friends. Most of all, he hated lying to his friends. They 
deserved to know the truth and when he thinks about everything that 
he is feeling, he wants to be able to share it with his best friends. 
No more hiding, he thought. He wanted more. He didn't care how 
"girly" he sounded, screw it, he thought, this is Rory. She's not 
just any girl. 

"Nothing would be ruined. And this _has_ been going great. What about 
a date sounds bad to you? The 5 star meal, flowers, chocolate, or is 
it maybe being _more_a€ 1 with me? And admitting that there are 
feelings there?" Logan was confused. He wanted to see where she was 
at, how she was feeling about all of this. I mean, they hadn't 
exactly been talking so much asa€ 1 the other stuff. Maybe they 



should. And it should be sooner or later. He just didn't want to be 
"in it" more than she was. And most of all, he didn't want to loose 
her as a friend. 

"Nothing about that sounds bad to me, Logan. Except for the fact that 
relationships aren't natural, they aren't meant to work out. I've 
seen it, you've seen it. Hell, do you want to end up like our 
parents? They were in love about a million years ago, but now? The 
only words they speak to each other are full of hate. They are 
miserable and I refuse to let that be me. Especially with you." Rory 
was on a rant, Logan knew by her facial expression, even before any 
words came out of her mouth. He didn't want her to get upset, and 
deep down he knew she was a little bit right. They hadn't had the 
best examples of relationships. And in the few relationships he'd 
been in, obviously none of them working out, it had been good for a 
little bit but then everything went to hell when they started to face 
the real world. Everyone seemed to want him for who his family was, 
what he represented, and ultimately the money he would stand to 
inherit and go on to make in the rest of his life. Not to brag, but 
every girl wanted to be his Mrs. But not Rory. Its refreshing to have 
feelings for someone who represents everything you came from but at 
the same time resents it for everything that its worth. She sees the 
negatives and the positives and their motives more often than not, 
line up perfectly. Them going on a real date, however, they did not 
see eye to eye on. 

"Ace, I understand that and yea, maybe this wont work out. We aren't 
perfect. But I know that I like you and I don't want to stop seeing 
you. Please, just think about it." 

"Eine. I'll think about it, no promises. You know that's not me. 
That's not who I am or what I'm looking for. Don't ask me to change, 
I'm afraid of what that me will look like." Rory didn't want to get 
this serious right now. She was drunk (ish), tired (thanks, Logan), 
hungry (why the hell was it taking so long to go get this pizza) , and 
most importantly done talking about this (please kindly shut up, 
Logan) . 

"Let's just talk later, ok? Its pizza time. You know how Hayden's get 
when they're hungry," Rory said, trying to lighten the mood a little 
bit . 

"Well, wella€l guess I tired you out. Didn't know I was that good, 
did you? Pizza it is, Hayden." Logan said, snickering as he too got 
dressed and tried to locate his keys, which seem to have gotten lost 
in the scurry to get to their "having fun" time. 

That week Rory found herself house hunting in the quieter Yale 
student district with Steph. The whole gang was planning on living 
together for their senior year of college, because come on, when 
would the older generation ever approve of that after the college 
years? Answer: never. Steph had dragged a very angry Rory out of bed 
at the evil hour of nine in the morning on a Thursday, a day neither 
of them had classes and bribed her with a large latte. It'd obviously 
worked because Rory found herself 6 houses in to the day, still with 
3 more to see. Steph just couldn't be pleased. Rory just needed a 
bed. And a large fridge, a couple of walk in closets, a great theatre 
room, a large soaking tub, and maybe even a hot tub. That's literally 
not asking for that much. I mean hey, she was a Hayden after all. It 
was her parent's fault. As usual. 



What really had her nervous about today was that it had been almost a 
week since Logan has asked her to think about going on a real date 
with him and basically telling the others that they were "seeing" 
each other. Except Rory didn't really want to be exclusively seeing 
Logan. She wanted him to see other people, she wanted to see other 
people, and then occasionally , purely because Logan was just so good 
at it, she wanted them to see each other. What about that was so hard 
for him to understand? She didn't want a relationship. And she didn't 
want him wasting his energy and time trying to get her to change who 
she is and what she wants. What was she going to do? Obviously, she 
had to figure that out ASAP because she was starting to get the 
feeling that the others were noticing something different about her. 
And maybe even something different about Logan. That boy was never 
good at keeping secrets. 

"Rory. Earth to Rory." Steph said, obviously very annoyed, as she 
waved her hands in front of Rory's face. 

"Sorry, sorry. I was just thinking about that purse I didn't buy last 
week from Bergdorf. I'm having remorse." That was only partially 
true. She'd realized that forest green was not her color. "What did 
you say?" 

"I said, what do you think of this living room in all white? Lindsay, 
our realtor thinks the white furniture could be a nice touch to add 
on. Is it too beach cottage? Too Hamptons? Too Cameron Diaz's place 
in the Holiday?" 

While Rory could admit on many occasions that Steph was a complete 
crazy person when it came to a lot of things, this was not one of 
them. She was totally right. "Oh my gosh too The Holiday. We don't 
live in California and the boys would hate it. We'd have to have it 
painted for sure and the furniture could definitely not be white. The 
boys would destroy it in one poker night alone." 

"See, this is why I love you. I didn't even think about that. Other 
than the color scheme, I love this house. Definitely top 5." Steph 
was taking this a little bit too seriously; they were only going to 
live there for a year. Maybe keep the property in case they wanted to 
come back and relive their glory days. Or maybe if Einn failed econ 
again and had to stay another year. Either way, they'd keep it. 

"I love it, lets just get this one. It has everything we want. We can 
just send Lorelai ' s team in to decorate over the summer and we can be 
moved in by the beginning of August." Rory was getting frustrated, 
but was desperately trying to talk calmly to Steph; she didn't need 
her knowing about her Logan problems . 

"Eine, you're right. I like this one too, it's definitely the best, 
or at least better than that crap Lindsay tried to show us in house 
number two, like what the hell? Only 3 bathrooms?" Steph was ranting, 
Rory needed to step in soon or it could get ugly at the expense of 
Lindsay who was totally still standing there. 

"Ok, great it's settled. Lindsay, we'll be in touch. We can send a 
check over for the down payment this afternoon, if that's all right 
with you. Lets talk and walk." 


Rory and Steph decided to just drive back towards Hartford and get an 



early dinner, as there was a function they were summoned to attend on 
Friday night, they just assumed stay at one of their houses tonight. 
Save face with the parents, show that they are keeping up 
appearances . 

As Steph and Rory were ordering a glass of wine, much needed after 
the day they'd had, Logan and Collin walked in to join them at one of 
their favorite Hartford restaurants. 

Rory still panicked a little bit every time she saw Logan and they 
were around the others. Their "relationship" as Logan wanted to call 
it, though to Rory it was more of a "fun time" sort of deal they had 
going, made it nerve racking to interact with him after he'd seen her 
naked and vice versa. It was just something she didn't want to face. 
Thank god the waiter could take directions, as he was scurrying 
towards them with their first glass of wine. Halfway through her 
second glass, things were looking up. She thought that the faA§ade 
Logan and her were putting on was working quite well, as long as she 
avoided all eye contact with him and kept her wine glass close, it 
would all be ok. 

"Oh, I almost forgot to ask. How was the house hunting? Did you look 
at any of the important stuff or just the amount of closet space?" 
Collin asked, the second part of the question very openly directed at 
Steph. It wasn't her fault she loved shoes so much. What did he 
expect, that was obviously high on the list. 

"No, Collin. I didn't just look at the closet options. Rory and I 
thought it was important, yes, but we also were very picky on the 
bathrooms, if there was a hot tub or not, spaciousness of the 
bathroomsaC 1 a lot of stuff ok, Collin, a lot of stuff". Steph 's 
response to Collins question could only be labeled as a huff, because 
she was visibly very annoyed and attempting to shoot off all of her 
deep knowledge of what to look for when buying a house, which 
obviously wasn't much because Collin was currently rolling his 
eyes . 

Rory decided to jump in. "We found a great one that both of us really 
liked. On the way here we called my dad's secretary and had her send 
over a check to the realtor's office. We can take you by there 
sometime tomorrow before we have to get ready for the gala" this 
seemed to get Collin off Steph 's back, as he gladly agreed to go see 
the house tomorrow. 

"Speaking of hot tubs, Logan." Collin said as he let out a laugh, 
obviously talking about something that was between him and Logan, "I 
haven't seen you out with a girl lately. What's been going on, Huntz, 
has it been a dry season?" Collin started laughing again as Logan, 
suddenly looking a bit annoyed, took a sip of his beer. 

"For your information, Collin, I have been seeing a girl" Logan began 
as he ran his leg against Rory's under the table. Upon feeling his 
very familiar touch, Rory immediately pulled her leg away, which did 
not go unnoticed by Logan. "Its been going pretty well, but she's not 
ready to come out publicly yet. Just having some image issues I 
guess, going out with a guy as good looking as myself." Logan 
smirked, taking another sip of his beer, as Collin laughed alongside 
him giving him a friendly slap on the shoulder. 


"Well maybe she's just not attracted to such a humble person, did you 



ever think of that?" Rory fired back, her attempt at sounding very 
nonchalant and removed from Logan's situation failing a little bit, 
which didn't go unnoticed by Steph and Collin. 

"No, I really think that's why. She's scared to go public with me 
because she's scared that I could be the one for her. She doesn't 
want everything that comes with dating a Huntzberger, the fame, the 
fortune, my charm, wit, and unbelievably good looks." Logan was 
baiting her, and unf ourtunaely for Rory, she had already taken it. 

She was hooked in this indirect argument. It was clear that he wanted 
an answer and this was not the time to be having such an intense 
conversation, in front of two of their best friends who knew nothing 
about all the "fun times" they were having. 

"Well maybe she doesn't know what an ass she's been _seeing._ Maybe 
you should let her know. But then again, you're not the greatest guy 
and that really shows sometimes, she's probably known all along." 

Rory said as she stood up and produced a hundred dollar bill from her 
wallet, which she threw on the table before telling Steph she would 
see her for their hair appointments at noon the next day. 

Logan, Collin, and Steph very confused, only one of them having the 
slightest clue of what just happened and why Rory stormed out of the 
restaurant . 

"Come on, Rory. Don't run away," Logan groaned as Rory once again 
left him standing alone as he attempted to talk to her, to apologize 
for goading her yesterday. He truly felt bad and she looked extremely 
beautiful tonight and he hadn't gotten a chance to tell her. 

Rory remained silent as he followed her through the crowd of people, 
Logan in awe that she could travel this speed in such high heels. She 
grabbed another glass of champagne from a waiter floating around the 
room, and drank, attempting to drown out the beating of her chest and 
the feelings in her heart that she wanted gone. Now. She knew this 
wasn't healthy, but what had she ever done that was good for her. 
Maybe leaving Logan behind would be the first step in the new Rory. 
Starting fresh, leaving behind all negativity. Except this wouldn't 
work unless he _stopped following her. _She turned around to say just 
that . 

"Logan, stop following me. I don't want to talk to you." Rory was 
dead serious and she hoped Logan would catch on. 

"Rory, I wanted to spend time with you and I wanted to apologize, 
obviously not here but I can't do much about that." Logan said. Oh 
shit, Rory thought. He was dumber than she thought, he had completely 
not caught on to the fact that she wanted to be alone, meaning 
without him, practically stalking her through the party. Whatever, 
she thought, they had to talk eventually. The sooner she got away 
from this situation the better. They had gotten too close. 

By now they had made it out of the crowded ballroom of the club and 
into a private room off to the side, they kept walking until they 
found a room with double doors, and a lock, which they would 
absolutely not need. He couldn't smooth talk his way out of this one. 
There were couches and a small table set up - but most importantly, 
none of her grandma's friends pestering her about the plethora of 
options for appropriate suitors. 



"What, Logan, what could you possibly have to say to me?" Rory asked, 
highly doubting that anything coming out of his mouth would be worth 
listening too. She was mid thought on how to quickly take off her 
peep toe shoes to increase her speed when she ran out of the room 
when Logan took her by surprise. He quickly crossed the room, 
intently and completely with focus, and began striding towards her, 
with his tousled blonde hair, clear brown eyes, smirking lips, and 
it's all she can do to turn away. But she can't, she's mesmerized and 
stuck, completely stuck on him. Before Rory could make up her mind 
about what to do, his strong arms wrap around her waist and she wraps 
her slender ones around his neck as he kisses her with everything he 
has, causing her to forget what she was mad about in the first place. 
Damn him, he was good. 

His keeps his hands on her waist and lightly pushes her up against 
the wall, smiling against her lips because he knows that she loves it 
when he takes control. His fingers, as quick as ever, carry the 
lightest touch as they make their way up Rory's dress and onto her 
hips, caressing her skin as he goes. He quickly realizes that the 
dress will have to come off a different way, damn that Chanel 
designer, and relocated his hands to the back of her dress, unzipping 
it completely so it falls to the ground, leaving Rory clad in only a 
numbingly small strapless bra and thong. 

"We don't have to." He whispers. 

Rory give him her answer by pushing his jacket off of his shoulders, 
pushing it to the floor and making quick work of the buttons on his 
shirts before pushing that to the ground as well. Wrinkles are 
damned. He leads her backwards, towards the plush couch, big enough 
for them to lie side by side. Logan caught Rory's lips again, rolling 
his body on top of hers, balancing his weight on his forearms. She 
was mad, but this was good. Their energy palpable in the air around 
them, the passion with which he kissed her was unlike anything she 
had ever felt. She ignored that side of her feelings and decided to 
focus on the physical feelings that Logan was currently giving 
her . 

They were so entranced in each other, neither of them noticed the 
double door swing open, Finn standing there with a bottle of 
champagne and a couple of glasses. 

"Oy" he squealed in his Australian accent, making Logan and Rory 
immediately jump apart and look up to see who exactly had caught them 
and what lies/bribery they were going to have to make to get out of 
this situation. "What the _hell_ are you doing to Rory, Logan? Oh 
god, my eyes. This is so disturbing." Finn proceeded on his rant, 
inserting a few gagging noises in between his words filled with 
disgust, all while Logan and Rory attempted to redress and keep as 
much of their dignity as possible. 

"_Finn_", both Rory and Logan groaned at the same time. Rory was 
attempting to zip up the back of her dress by herself, while Logan 
was failing to button up his shirt fast enough. "What are you doing, 
don't you ever knock?" Logan asked, seemingly a little bit pissed off 
due to the fact that Finn's interruption meant no time between him 
and Rory as well as the fact that someone caught them in the first 
place . 


"Hey, " Finn protested 


"don't blame me for this. I saw you guys 



coming in here and assumed that it was the cue for our sub party to 
commence . How was I supposed to know that you were about to get it 
on?" as Finn began pacing back and forth, obviously trying to wrap 
his head around what he had just seen going down, or about to go 
down, between two of his best friends, Rory was combing through her 
blowout and attempting to make it look like she hadn't been doing 
what she was just doing. It wasn't working very well; messy sex hair 
has never really been in style, unfortunately. 

"Finn, just don't tell anyone, _please_. Rory and I have been seeing 
each othera€ 1 " Logan began but was interrupted by Rory, who clarified 
that they aren't in fact seeing each other as much as they were just 
hooking up. "_Fine_, Rory and I have been 'hooking up' since Vegas 
and no one knows but you so please _please_, can you just please keep 
your mouth shut until we figure out how to tell them." 

"Fine. I wont say anything as long as you promise ill never have to 
see what I just saw. Ugh god my eyes." Finn said, as relief flooded 
through both Rory and Logan. They weren't about to be outed to their 
best friends, by Finn, least of all. 

"We're really sorry Finn, but it was probably more embarrassing for 
us than for you. God, I need a drink." Rory groaned, motioning for 
Finn to give her the bottle of champagne. She popped the bottle open, 
pouring the glasses Finn was holding, full of the pricy beverage that 
would make all of this better, for now. Now someone outside of her 
and Logan knew about their situation, and that was not good. 
Eventually this would get out and she would be forced to decide 
between a relationship with Logan and not getting hurt by yet another 
failed monogamous relationship. Yeah, Rory thought, she needed a 
drink. Where was the hard alcohol at again? 


End 
f lie . 



